SOME LETTERS OF
That, though my lot from her sweet lot Lyeth as sky from sky, And my fain lonely hand dare not Touch hers for comradery, —
Yet her shy devious lambent soul With my slow soul should walk, That linked like lovers we should stroll By rivers of glad talk, Or bow to the music's wind-control As stalk by the lily stalk;
Yet never break, with a fool's mean waste,
The bubble of dream sky,
All gorgeous runnelled, window-spaced,
With blaze of drifted dye, —
This is a happiness to taste
Life's farthest meanings by.
The flushed adventurous violins Climbing the crudded mist, The clear horn calling when it wins Its tower noon-precipiced, The aching oboe throat that twins Night's moonward melodist, 58h of the poetry of a young man's life, I think, and if I could have got it said would have had a certain large interpretive value. Let me know your opinion, at as great length as your nerves and your nurse will permit.
